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But I you* Friend shall take it thus,
Since you will so, as stroke of chance,
And leave further for to discuss
Whether the stroke did stick or glance.
But "scuse who can, let him advance
Dissembled looks, but for my part,
My eye must still betray my heart.

And of this grief ye shall be quit,

In helping Truth steadfast to go:

The time is long that [he] doth sit

Feeble and weak, and sufFreth woe.

Cherish him well, continue so:

L et him not fro your heart ascart:

Then fears not the eye to show the heart.
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IF Fancy would favour,
As my deserving shall,
My love, my paramour,
Should love me best of alL

But If I cannot attain
The grace that I desire,
Then may I well complain
My service, and my hire.

Fancy doth know how
To further my true heart,
If Fancy might avow
With Faith to take part.

But Fancy is so frail,
And flitting still so fast,
That Faith may not prevail
To help me, first nor last.

For Fancy at bis lust
Doth rule all but by guess2
Whereto should I then trust
In truth or steadfastness?